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BARTON AGAIN SEES SALLY DUNKELBERG, BUT THE

MEETING IS NOT AN AUSPICIOUS ONE.

Synopsis—~Barton Baynes, an orphan, goes to live with his uncle,
Peabody Baynes, and his Aunt Deel on a farm on Rattleroad, In a
neighborhood called Lickitysplit, about the year 1826, He meets Sally
Dunkelberg, about his own age, but soclally of a class above the
Bagymeses, and Is fascinated by her pretty face and fine clothes. Barton II
also meets Roving Kate, known in the neighborhood as the “Silent
{| Woman Amos Grimshaw, a young son of the richest man In the town-
ship, 18 a visitor at the Baynes home and Roving Kate tells the boys' "
fortunes, predicting a bright future for Barton and death on the gallows
for Amos. Reproved for an act of boyish michlef, Barton runs away,
Intending to make his home with the Dunkelbergs. He reached Canton
and Talls asleep on a porch. There is he found by Silas Wright, Jr, a i
man prominent in public affairs, who, knowing Peabody Baynes, takes
Barton home after buylng him new clothes,

CHAPTER I1—Continued.
——

Soon & horse and buggy came for
us and I briefly answered Sally's good-
bye before the man drove away with
me, I remember telllng him &8 we
went on over the rough road, between
flslds of ripened graln, of my water-
melon and my dog and my little pet
hen.

I shall not try to describe that home
coming. We found Aunt Deel In the
road five miles from home. She had
been calling and traveling from house
to house most of the night, and I
have never forgotten her joy at seelng
me and her tender greeting, She got
into the buggy and rode home with
us, holding me In her yap. Uncle Pea-
body and one of our neighbors had
been out in the woods all night with
pine torches. I recall how, although
excited by my return, he took off
his hat at the sight of my new friend
and sald:

“Mr. Wright, I never wished that
I lived in a palace until now."”

He didn't notice me until [ held up
both feet and called: “Look a' there,
Uncle Peabody.”

Then he came and took me out of
the buggy and I eaw the tears In his
eyes when he kissed me.

The man told of finding ma on his
little veranda, and I told of my ride
with Dug Draper, after which Unele
Peabody eaid:

“T'm goln' to put in your hoss and
feed him, Comptroller.”

“And I'm goin' to cook the best
dinner I ever cooked in my life,” eald
Aunt Deel,

When the great man had gone Uncle
Peabody took me in his lap and said
very gently and with a serions look:

“You didn't think I meant it, did
ye?—that you would have to go ‘way
from here?”

“T don't know,” was my Answer.

“‘Course I didn’t mean that. I Just
wanted ye to see that it wa'n't golng
to do for yon to kecp on tippin' things
over 80."

That evening as I was about fo go
up-stairs to bed, Aunt Deel sald to
my uncle;

“Dp wyou remember what ol' Kate
wrote down about him? This is his
first peril an' he has met his first
great man an' I can see that Sile
Wright 1s kind o' fond o' him.”

I went to sleep that night thinking
of the strange, old, ragged, sllent
woman.

CHAPTER I1).

We Go to Meeting and See Mr. Wright
Again.

I had a chill that night and in the
weeks that followed I was nearly
burned up with lung fever. Doctor
Clark came from Canton to see me
every other any for a time and one
evening Mr. Wright came with him
and watched all night near my bed-
side.

In the morning he sald that he
could come the next Tuesday morning
if we needed him and sget out right
after breakfast, In the dim dawn lght,
to walk to Canton.

“Peabody Baynes,” sald my Aunt
Deel as she stood looking out of the
window at Mr. Wright, “that is one
of the grandest, splendidest men that
I ever 2ee or heard of. He's an awful
smart man, an' a day o' his time I8
worth more’n a month of our'n, but
he comes away off here to set up

with a sick young one and walks
back, Does beat all—don't it?—
ayes!"”

“If any one needs help Sile Wright
iz always on hand,” sald Uncle Pea-
body.

I was goon out of bed and he came
po mory to sit up with me.

When I was well again, Aunt Deel
gnld one day: “Peabody RBuynes, |
ain’'t %eard no preachin’ since Mr
Panghorn dled. I guess we better
go down to Cantop to meetin’ somd
Sunday. If there ain't no minister
Sile Wright always reads a sermon,
if he's home, and the paper says he
don’t go ‘way for a month yit. I
kind o' feel the need of a good sermon
—ftyes!”

“AIl right. T'H hitch up the hosses
and we'll go. We c¢an sturt at eight

o'clock and take a Dbite with us an’
git back here by three

I had fold Aunt Deel what Sally
had subl of my personal appearance.

“Your coat Is good enough for any-
body—ayes!” sald she, “I'll make
you a pair o' breeches an’ then I guess
you won't have to be ’‘shamed no
more'"

She had spent several evenings mak-
ing them out of an old gray flannel
petticoat of hers and had put two
pockets lo them of which I was very
proud. They came just to the tops
of my shoes, whi¢h pleased me, for
thereby the glory of my new shoes
suffered no encroachment.

The next Sunday after they were
finished we had preaching in the
schoolhouse and I was eager to go
and wear my wonderful trousers. Un-
cle Peabody said that he didn't know
whether his leg would hold out or
not “through a whole meetin'.” His
left leg was lame from a wrench and
pained him if he sat long in one po-
sition. I greatly enjoyed this first
publie exhibition of my new trous-
ers, I remember praying in silence,
ag we sat down, that Uncle Peabody's
leg would hold out. Later, when the
long sermon had begun to weary me,
I prayed that It would not.

It was a beautiful summer morning
as we drove down the hills and from
the summit of the last high ridge we
could see the smoke of a steamer
looming over the St. Lawrence and
the big buildings of Canton on the
distant flats below us. My heart beat
fast when 1 reflected that I should
soon gee Mr. Wright and the Dunkel-
bergs. I had lost a litile of my inter-
est in Sally. Still I felt sure that
when she saw my new breeches she
would conclude that I was a person
not to be trifled with,

When we got to Canton people were
flocking to the big stone Presbyterian
church. It was what they called a
“deacon’s meeting.” I remember that
Mr. Wright read from ‘the Scriptures,
and having explained that there was
no minister in the villuge, read one
of Mr, BEdwards' sermons, in the
course of which I went to sleep on
the arm of my aunt. She awoke me
when the service had ended, and
whispered :

“Come, we're goln' down to speak
to Mr. Wright.”

I remember Mr., Wright kissed me
and said:

“Hello! Here's my boy in a new
palr o' trousers!"

“Put yer hand in there,” I said
proudly, as I took my own hand out
of ome of my pockets, and polnted
the way.

He did not accept the invitation, but
lnughed heartily and gave me a little
hug.

When we went out of the church
there stood Mr. and Mrs, Horace Dun-
kelberg, and Sally and some other
children., It was a tragle moment for
me when Sally laughed and ran be-
hind her mother. Still worse was it
when a couple of boys ran away cry-
Ing, “Look at the breeches!"

I looked down at my breeches and
wondered what was wrong with them.
They seemed very splendid to me and
yet I saw at once that they were not
popular. I went close to my Aunt
Deel and partly hid myself in her
cloak. I heard Mrs. Dunkelberg say:

“Of course you'll come to dinner
with us?"

For a second my hopes leaped high.
I wos hungry and visions of Jelly
cake and preserves rose before me, Of
course there were the trousers, but
perhaps Sally would get used to the
trousers and ask me to play with her.

“Thank ye, but we've got a good
ways fo go and we fetched a bite
with us—ayes!” said Aunt Deel

Eagerly I awalted an Invitation from
the great Mrs. Dunkelberg that should
be decisively urgent, but she only
said:

“'m very sorry you can't stay.”

My hopes fell ke bricks and van-
Ished like bubbles,

The Dunkelbergs left us with pleas-
ant words, They had nsked me to
shake hands with Sally, but I had
clung to my aunt's cloak and firmly
refused to make any advances, Slow-
ly and without a word we walked
across the park toward the tavern
sheds,

We had started away up the Sounth
rond when, to my surprise, Aunt Deel
mildly attacked the Dunkelbergs.

“These "ere village folks like to
he waitea op—ayes!—an’ they're aw-

Author of Eben Holden, D"
Blessed lsiea, Keeping U

ful anxious you should come | o
'em when ye can't—ayes!—but ¥
ye git to the village the:rl.ll‘ﬁ
so anxions—no they ain't!” )
In the middle of the great
swamp near Little River Aun
got out the lunch basket and
down on the buggy bottom
their legs and leaning ag
dash, So disposed we ate our ]
of fried cakes and bread and bultds
nnd maple sugar and cheese. Wi ;
an efficlent cure for good health we
the doughnuts and cheese apd sug )
especlally If they were mixed with
the idleness of a Sunday. I had

headnche also and soon fell asleep,
The sun was low when they awo
me in our dooryard. - |
1 soon discovered that the rel-
bergs had fallen from thelr high ¢
tate in our home and that mg
Wright, Jr., had taken their place &
the conversation of Aunt Deel. gp|
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CHAPTER V. :

In the Light of the Candles. |
One day the stage, on its way to
Ballybeen, came to our house and
left & box and a letter from BMr.
Wright, addressed to my uncle, wﬂgh
read: ' |
“Dear Sir—I send herewlith & box
of books and magazines in the hope
that you or Miss Baynes will read
them aloud to my little partner and in
doing so get some enjoyment and
profit for yourselves.
“Yours respectfully,
“8, WRIGHT, JR.
4p, §~When the contents of the
box have duly risen into your minds
will you kindly see that it does &
like service to your neighbors In
School District No. 72 8. W. I

=

“I guess Bart has made a friend o
this great mon—sartin ayes!" sald
Aunt Deel,
next one?” '

The work of the day ended, the
ecandles were grouped near the edge
of the table and my aunt's armehair

“I wonder who'll ba the

She Had Spent Several Evenings
Making Them Out of an Old Gray
Flannel Petticoat.

was placed beslde them. Then I sat
on Uncle Peabody's lap by the fire
or, as time went on, In my small chair
beside him, while Aunt Deel adjusted
her spectacles and begun to read.

I remember vividly the evening we
took out the books and tenderly felt
their covers and read their titles.
There were “Crulkshanks’ Comie Alma-
nac’ and “Hood's Comic Angual™;

K. Paulding and Nathanlel Hawthorne

and Mis¢ Mitford and Miss J 3
the poems of John Milton and Felicia
Hemnns, Of the tressures in the box

I have now in my possessiom: A life
of Wushington, “The Life and| Writ-
fogs of Doctor Duckworth™ | "The
Stolen Child," by “John Galt, ksq.";
“Rosine Laval,” by “Mr. Smith"} Ser-
mons and Essays oy William jille
Channing. We found in the bog also
thirty numbers of the “United Statos
Muagazine and Democratic view"”
and sundry copies of the “Na
Mirror.” F g/
Aunt Deel began with “TheWs
Jhild,” She read slowly anf
paused for comment or explal
laughter or to touoh the € e of
an eye with a corner of her BEndier-
chief in moments when we. nll

our favorite characlers, wil
ncute and namerous, B
In those magazines we rendfof

great West—'"the poor : para-
dise”—"the stoneless la plen-
ty"; of its delightful cl o the
ease with which the fard
on its rich soil. Uncle Pel "1 §pol
playfully of going West,
but Aunt Dee) made no Wt
concenled Ler oplnion of I
ject for a long time. As fordn
the reading had deepensths a

deeply moved by the misfortines of

¥|inl type at the top of the page:

“Silas Wright Hiected to the U. S.

Benate.”

“YWell I want to know!" Uncle Pea~

body exelpimed. *“That would make
ma forgit it if I was goln' to be
hung. Go on and read what it says.”
I read the choosing of our friend
for the seat made vacant by the res-
ignation of William L. Marcy, who
bad been elected governor, and the
part which most impressed us were
these words from a letter of Mr.
Wright to Azarlah Flagg of Albany,
written when the former was asked
to accept the place:

“l am too young and too poor for
such an elevallon. I have not had
the experlence In that great theater of
politics to qualify me for a place so
exalted and responsible. I prefer
therefore the humbler position which

{1 now occupy.”

“That's his way,” Sald Uncle Pea-
body. *“They had hard work to con-
vince him that he knew enough to be
Surrogate,”

“Big men have little conceit—nyes!”
sald Aunt Deel with a significhnt
glanee at me.

The candles had burned low and 1
was watching the shroud of one of
them when there came a rap at the
door. It was unusual for any one to

body opened it and old Kate entered
without speaking and nodded to my
aunt and uncle and sat down by the
fire, Vividly I remembered the day
of the fortune-telling. The same gen~

looked at me. She held up her hand
with four fingers spread above it

“Ayes,"” sald Aunt Deel, “there are
four perils."”

rageged old woman.

worn and faded bonnet.

thin' for ye—ayes!”
She turned to my uncle and said:

rove all night”

over the shed,” sald my uncle,

the plate of food in her hands.
“Well I declare!

sumed her chalir,
“Who is ol' Kate?" I asked.

wanders all round—ayes "
“What made her crazy?”

ayes!

now, It's high time—ayes!"
comes back,” sgald L
Why "

to him.”

less as a kitten,
ute—nyes "

and wundressed very

footsteps of my uncle.

up the stuirway.
he told me how for many years the
strange woman had been roving in
the ronds “up hill and down dale.
thousands an' thousands o' miles,”
and pever reaching the end of hes
Journey.

In & moment we henrd a low wall
above the sounds of the breeze thal

tree above our roof.

“What's that?" I whispered,

Y] guess it's of' Kate ravin',"” sald
Uncle Peabody.

It touched my heart and I lay ls-
tening for a time, but heard only the
{oud whisper of the popple leaves.,

—

Barton becomes aware of the r‘
existence of a wonderful and

mysterious power known as
“Money,” and learns some of
the things that its posscssion

may accomplish. Don't miss the "
next instayment,

(TO BE CONTINUEDD.)

If you would flatter & womnn keeg

ove | quiet and Lsten

come to our door in the evening and
we were a bit startled, Uncle Pea-

tle smile lighted her face as she

My aunt rose and went into the
but'ry while I sat staring at the

She can’t

“Il git some blankets an' make
a bed for her, good 'mough for any-
body, out in the hired man's room

do. Come, Bart—go right up to bed

“T want to wait "til Uncle Peabody

“I—I'm afraid she'll do somethln'

“Nonsense ! O1' Kate is Just ag harm-
You take your can-
dle and go right up to bed—this min-

1 went up-stairs with the candle
slowly and
thoughtfully while I listened for the
I did not get
into bed untll I heard him come in
and blow out his lantern and start
As he undressed

Fish Day. ;
 He—By Jove, Betty, look nice
nongh to eat. She—Well, don't forget
this 1s Friday.—Boston Transeript.

Proving It
‘Pussyfooting Is a calamity.”
“T guppose It 18 something of 8 cab~

astrophe.”"

Drops and Scothing Syrups.

e against Ex
ays
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What is Castoria .

RIA is » harmless substitute for Castor Ofl, Paregorie,
It is pleasant,

Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotic substance. Its age is its guar-
antea. methmﬂﬁrtywithubminmtwtorﬂuw
of Constipation, Flatulency, Wind Colic and Diarrhea; allaying Feverish-
ness arising therofrom, and by regulating the Stomach and Bowels,
ﬂ&ﬁoﬂmﬁhd?ﬂ;mw“ﬁmm
The Children’s Panacea—The Mother's Fri

1t contains neither

The Kind You H I Bought, and which has been in use for over
ﬁym has wﬁm%%mth Fletcher, and has been made under

. Allow no one to deceive you in this.
Exparh;':u that

supervision since its infancy.
All terfeits, Imitations and “‘Just-as-Good’’ are but
trifle with and endanger the heaith of Infants and

Tuition Will Be Free.
“She says she's golng to give sing-
Ing lessons,” “She’d have to. No-
body'd ever pay her for them,"
Authorities differ as to whether n
poker room should be classed as an
ante room or drawing room.

Al drpasiets onn Qe bopk. B: Bosat

There is nothing more idlotle than
the smile of a pretty girl—when di-
rected toward some other fellow.

When a# man begins to discuss mat«
rimony with a widow the result i
usually a tie.
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WHEN BUYING ASPIRIN
ALWAYS SAY “BAYER”

Ask for “Bayer Tablets of Aspirin’ in a Bayer
package—marked with “Bayer Cross.”

Don’t buy Aspirin tablets in a plil
box, Insist on getting the Bayer pack-
age with the safety “Bayer Cross" on
both package and on tablets. No other
way!

You must say “Bayer.” Never ask
for merely Aspirin tablets. The name
“Bayer” means you are gefting the
genuine “Bayer Tablets ef Asplirin,”
proven safe by millions of people.

Beware of counterfeits! Only re-
cently a Brooklyn manufacturer was
gsent to the penitentiary for flooding
the country with talcum powder tab-
lets, which he claimed to be Aspirin.

In the Bayer package are proper di-
rections and the dose for Headache,
Toothache, Earache, Neuralgin, Rheu-
matism, Lumbago, Sciatiea, Colds,
Grippe, Influenzal-Colds, Neuritis and
pain generally.

“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin,” Ameri-
can made and owned, are sold In vest
pocket boxes of 12 tablets, which cost
only a few cents, also in bottles of 24
and bottles of 100—also capsules.
Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer
Manufacture of Monoaceticacidested
of Salleylicacid.

Danger In Abbreviation,
Even the school nurse has her fun.

Her hair was | In a talk before the central piilan-
white now and partly covered by a
Forhidding
as she was I dld not miss the sweet-
ness in her smile and ‘her blue eyed | gfier he hed been examined by the
when she looked at me, Aunt Deel
sheme with a plate of doughnuts and | complaining that the nurse called him
- bread and butter and head cheesd | pames, 7 3 .

| and sald in a volice full of pity:
“Poor ol' Kate—ayes! Here's some-

throplc council the other day, Miss
Helen R. Stewart of the board of
health told of one little boy who,

nurse, went to the tencher in tears,

When the teacher expressed her
surprise, the boy sought to prove his
case by handing her the ecard the
nurse had given to him as her record

“Peabody Baynes, what'll we do— | of the examination.
| ra like to know—ayes!

“Look at that!” he cried.

“Poor nut,” read the card.

“poor nutrition,” explained the
teacher, flnally sending the child away
with a better opinion of the nurse.—
Dallas News,

He brought the lantern—a little
tower of perforated fin—and put a Von Tirpitz a Pauper.
lighted candle inside of it. Then he | The Tribune de Geneve is informed

beckoned to the stranger, who fol-|that Grand Admiral von Tirpitz is
Jowed him out of the front door with | staying at Wildege.

Switzerland, as
the guest of Lieut.Colonel Wille, son

It's a long time |of the former commander-in-chiel of
since she went up thig road—ayes|” | the Swiss army.
gald Aunt Deel, yawning as she re-

Tirpltz has lost all his fortune. His
gson is a clerk in a bank ot Zurich,
and his daughter is a governess in a

“Oh, just a poor ol' erazy woman== | Zurich family.

To avold paying the German war
tax of 1013 Tirpitz invested his money

“0h, I guess somebody misused and |In Ttallan securities, with the result
decelved her when she was young— |that he ls now penniless,
It's an awful wicked thing to |patriotl

What a

Information Needs Confirmation.

“0ld Dorsey Dudgeon prideés hime
self on knowing where the conflagra-
tion is as soon 48 he hears the fire
bell ring,” related the landlord of
the Petunia tavern,

“By the time half a dozen whangs
have changed he has scrabbled info
a garment or two and is out on his

| front

running by Just where lhe knows th
fire {8 {
“He should be of considerable ns-
slstance to the volunteer firemen and
others in sending them in the proper
direction,” commented the Interested
gucat, J
“Eh-yah! He would be if he didn't
nine times out of ten know it wrong."
Kansas City Star. ;

Glossing Over the Facts,

“Pa, what Is a euphemism

“I'll have to explaln that by giving
vou an exanmple, son."

“Yag, pat’

“The dictionary says a euphemism
Is ‘n figure of speech by which a word
or phrase more agreenble or less offen-
glve is substltuted for one more ac-
curately expressive of what is meant,’
as in the case of the soclety reporter
who states that a widow who has been
married three or four times i ‘led to
the altar' by a wealthy old codger who
never had the slightest notion of get-
ting married until he faced the preach-
er.,’—Birmingham Age-Herald.

Postum.

Economy in Postum

Boil Postum as long as you pl

and you will extract only heglfhaalei
ness. You'll get no caffeine—
coffee-drug—for there's none in

The Original

shook the lenves of the old “popple”

utes, and
service.

Postum is
of

Two Sizes,

POSTUM CEREAL

in fact, should be boiled fully 15 min-

if desired the pot can be

kept going from meal to meal, adding
more Postum and water for the new

the favorite of large numbers

coffee-drinkers and can

secured from grocers everywhere,

usually sold at 15¢ and 25¢.

A Delicious, Invigorating

and Healthful Drink

“There’s a Reason”




